SAMUEL  DANIEL
From country then to court I was prefer'd,
From calm to storms, from shore into the deeps;
There where I perish'd, where my youth first err'd,
There where I lost the flower which honour keeps,
There where the worser thrives, the better weeps;
Ah me, poor wench, on this unhappy shelf
I grounded me and cast away myself.
There where as frail and tender beauty stands
With all assaulting powers environed;
Having but prayers and weak feeble hands
To hold their honour's fort unvanquished;
There where to stand, and be unconquered,
Is to b' above the nature of our kind,
That cannot long for pity be unkind.
For thither com'd when years had arm'd my youth
With rarest proof of beauty ever seen,
When my reviving eye had learnt the truth,
That it had power to make the winter green,
And flower affections whereas none had been;
Soon could I teach my brow to tyrannize
And make the world do homage to mine eyes.
For age I saw, though years with cold conceit
CongeaPd their thoughts -against a warm desire,
Yet sigh their want and look at such a bait.
I saw how youth was wax before the fire;
I saw by stealth, I fram'd my look a lyrej
Yet well perceiv'd how fortune made me then
The envy of my sex and wonder unto men.
Look how a comet at the first appearing
Draws all men's eyes with wonder to behold it;
Or as the saddest tale at sudden hearing
Makes silent list'ning unto him that told it.
So did my speech when rubies did unfold it;
So did the blazing of my blush appear
TJ amaze the world, that holds such sights so dear.